BYRON
People noticed that grey streaks were appearing in
his black curls. No wonder; it must have been a dread-
ful strain. Caroline, though at first a little subdued by
misfortune, was no more rational than before; her
moods still varied between wild gaiety, fits of rage and
bursts of tears. Miss Webb, a companion who had
been engaged to help look after her, recommended
that she should pky the harp, which she considered a
sovereign remedy for mental disorders. Whether she
was right must remain doubtful. For Caroline would
not look at the harp. She preferred the organ, on
which she would play all night, till she was frozen
with cold. She also kept the house awake, by stalking
the passages like a ghost, till the early hours of the
morning. In the daytime she often refused to eat.
William bore it all as best he could. Sometimes his
temper broke out. "It is too bad of you", he would
cry out. "If you fret so, I will send you to Eve with
your grandmother." The graceful rooms which
had provided so harmonious a setting for the careless
sunshine of their honeymoon hours, now resounded all
too often with Caroline's wails, with William's oaths
and exasperated kughter. Andfromhis relations atany
rate he no longer tried to hide what he thought of
Caroline's character. "When Mr. C. spoke to Caro-
line about the road," we find him writing to his
mother, "she was too happy in the opportunity of
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